The Real You. 


When one is ready to spiritually wake up, he or she will awaken. If not, the individual 
remains pretending that it is just poor little ‘me.’ If one seeks something that eludes placing 
a finger upon, that is the process of unconscious arousal, and during that unconsciousness 
when hearing a tiny, persistent voice in the outreaches of your mind who says: “I am 
something more than this.... I must be sleeping; what I think ‘I am’ is only a dream. This is 
not reality; it is not ‘I.’” That is your wake-up call. Everything about the real you mirrors 
what the entire universe is doing in a place of here and now: one moment of eternity. You 
are not a stringed marionette danced about by a puppeteer. You are to the universe what a 
wave is to an ocean. The real you is the whole cosmos; when a physical experience ceases, 
neither you nor that reality ends. The experience stops but you do not. The real you cannot 
die. The formless ‘I’ returns to formlessness or perhaps another dimension of creational 
existence. One enters metamorphosis as a caterpillar chrysalis evolves into a butterfly, 
which flies away to higher understanding. People’s fear of death is from misunderstanding 
the resurrection process; from falsely believing that he or she will be forever, forgotten in 
nothingness. As a way of realization, try to imagine what it would be like going to sleep and 
never waking up. Now think about what it is to wake up after never going to sleep: that. 
was when you were born. After one experience ends another one begins; it is impossible to 
be lifeless; the cosmos is dynamic — never-ending; it is impotent of non-being. After spirit 
transcends form, that consciousness or thought is the same as when you were born: creation. 
Every change always brings forth something else; every existence continues to infinitely 
play a part of the whole. Nothing is ever lost or forgotten. Everyone knows that when 
people die other people are born. That all change is a cycle of perpetual ascension through 
form, formlessness or any of the infinite possibilities that creation promises. Everything is 
you and I - one experience at a time. A flower withers after blooming, but through 
reincarnation transcends the experience into another blossom. The real you is a flower of 
everlasting, living consciousness. No matter where within infinity beings exist, you and I 
are all of them. When each life form becomes, some part of you and I, singularly, incarnate 
that creation. One does not need to remember any of it; in the same way, one need not recall 
how to breathe, how to beat the heart, how the sun shines or why it does so. The real you is 
part of (The One) consciousness as a ripple crossing still water: a part of it, not apart from 


it. Is it not astonishing that each of us is this fantastic, complex, living being who 
unconsciously does so much every moment without an education about how to do any of it? 


© Xen. Inspiration: an Alan Watts lecture. 


The Worms Awakening 
“There is a worm addicted to eating grape leaves. Suddenly it wakes up, call it grace, 
whatever, something wakes it, and it is no longer a worm. It is the entire vineyard, and the 
orchard too, the fruit, the trunks, a growing wisdom and joy that does not need to devour. 
~ Rumi, “The Worm’s Waking” 


